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Folly," must have been written about I8845 as a friend
of Conrad's tells me.

The subject Is half humorous and rather trifling in
itself. Still it reveals the writer as a born story-teller.
Strange to say, there is no evidence of immaturity in
it. Conrad seems to have sprung, just as Minerva
sprang, straight from Jove's brow, full armed and full
equipped. His English is as perfect, perhaps more per-
fect, than in his latest work.

This is not so curious as it appears, for as the years
roll on, a language that we have acquired in youth, when
all our faculties are keen, and with the first impact that
a strange tongue makes on the brain, gradually fades,
and the speech that we learned at our mother's knee
subconsciously reasserts itself.

The late W. H. Hudson, when 1 knew him first,
some thirty years ago, had almost forgotten the Spanish
that he had spoken daily till his eight-and-twentieth
year. The last time that I saw him, he interjected
sentences and words in Spanish, and in his last book
"The Hind in Richmond Park," Hispaniolisms were
frequent in the text. Such also was the case with
Conrad. Although his flow of vigorous and idiomatic
English never failed and his vocabulary only got richer
as the years passed by, his accent, on the contrary, that
years ago was slight, became more marked, and certain
turns of plirase appeared that, though they were not
English, yet gave his English grace. Accent or no
accent, foreign turns of phrase or perfect English with
something of greater colour and intensity in its com-
position than that of most born Englishmen, he was a
brilliant conversationalist. Formidable in argument.,
to which he brought all the resources of a mind steeped
in the modern literature of Europe, especially in that of
France, he yet never laid down the law, or played the